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One 


Somewhere in his mind he thought they'd get a record deal, but there was always that seed of doubt. Because 
maybe he was too close to it, he thought their music was good but that was because he was inside of it, and 
maybe the crowds and the sold out clubs and the lines around the corners didn't mean what he thought it 


meant, it could still be niche or not what some record executive wanted to hear. 

But it was what they wanted to hear. They were signed. One hurdle jumped. There were other hurdles, making 
the debut album and touring and MTV and becoming whatever they would become, but he tried to let himself 
feel the relief of making it this far. 

"Where are you going?" Slash said, watching him pack. Axl tossed his hair out of his eyes and glanced at him. 

"| said once we got a record deal I'd go back to Indiana," he said. 


"What?" Slash said, sitting up, spilling his whiskey. 


"Not back for good, just to visit, Jesus," Axl said Slash relaxed, leaned back again, pulled his hat down low over 
his eyes. 


Axl slumped against the window, staring down at the clouds and the crisscrosses of different shades of green, 
at the tiny blue squares of swimming pools. There was all this land between LA. and Lafayette, Indiana, and it 
all looked so small from up here. He shifted in his seat, not liking flying, not liking feeling trapped in the small 


space. 


The last time he had been back in Indiana was years ago, between one exhausting hitchhiking trip and another, 
and he remembered his parents begging him to stay, to go to college, that they would pay for it, but to stop 
this gypsy life across the country, this pipe dream to have a successful band. And for a moment, one 
exhausted, hungry moment he considered what they offered. Why not? Why take the gamble of making it big 
in a game that almost everyone lost? Why not take the safe way, school and a job and a house and everything 


all neatly buttoned up? Why not? 


But it had paid off, so far. He had a record deal. He'd have a debut album that he was going to work on hard 
enough that the sales would beat the sales of Boston's debut album, that was the goal. Now he could go back 
and visit, now that he had done what he said he would do. 


He'd had two Bloody Mary's and one of Duff's Xanax, and they hit him all of a sudden as the light was leaving 


the sky, and he could see the pinpoints of porch lights from above, and his eyes were so heavy. He leaned his 
head against the glass and slept until the plane landed. 


Hi," his sister said, waiting for him as he got off the plane. 


"Hi," he said, putting down his carry-on that had been slamming against his legs. His sister wrapped her arms 


around him, and he tensed at first, like he always did, but it was Amy. He relaxed a little and hugged her back. 


"You're here, so you did it? You got signed?" she said, and he noticed the blue eye shadow on her eyelids. He 


noticed the slight clumping of her mascara. 
"Yeah. We're signed," he said. 


His family, his grandmother and some stray cousins, and some friends from high school had come over for 
the huge meal his mother and grandmother made because he was back. It had been years since he'd been 
here, and it was all the same. Every stick of furniture was in the exact same place, and it even smelled the 


same. The only thing that was different was him. 


His mother and father kept slipping and calling him Bill, but his grandmother was good about it, switching to Axl 


with ease, probably because she hated his real father, Bill Rose. 

"We missed you so much," his grandmother said, engulfing him in a hug. 
"Yeah, | know. | missed you, too," he said. 

After the meal he sat at the table with his dad drinking red wine. 


"So this record deal, did you have a lawyer go over it before you signed anything?" he said, swirling his wine 
before sipping it. Axl glanced over at him, trying not to feel annoyed or that he was nit picking things. It was a 


legitimate question 
"Yeah, yeah, we had lawyers go over all of it," he said, downing half a glass of wine in one swallow. 


"Good. There are these ways they can trick you and not give you what is your due with the fancy language of 
some of these contracts," he said, and Axl nodded. 


"I know, we had a lawyer," he said, thinking about how he had half thought about becoming a lawyer himself 
back in ninth grade, before all the fights and the rage and the skipping school until he finally just walked away 


and didn't even graduate at all, 


"Sharon, | made Axl this quilt, remember, with the different types of material, where did you put it?" his 
grandmother said somewhere behind him. His father poured both of them more red wine, and he wondered if 


anyone would get mad if he lit up a cigarette. Probably his mother. Smoke got in the curtains or something. 
"| think it's in Bill and Stuart's old room," his mother said, and he took a sip of the red wine. 
"Can you go check for that box, it's a big white box," his grandmother said, suddenly right behind him. 


"Yeah, okay," he said, and when he stood up he felt the wine hit him. He'd drunk more than he meant to. He 
made his way toward his old room, not minding getting away from everyone for a few minutes, not that he 
wasn't enjoying their company but it was a little much, seeing them all all at once after years of not seeing 


any of them, of being so far away in mind and spirit and body. 


He flipped the light on, and he saw that the room had become somewhat of a storage room. His old bed and 
Stuart's old bed were still there, and their old posters, and their old shit, but there were odd piles of clothes 
that would either get mended or thrown out, and there were stacks of dishes and discarded furniture, and he 


saw the white box his grandmother had mentioned on top of Stuart's old bed 


On the other side of the wall in his old room was the living room and the front door, and someone left and 
slammed the door, and it echoed where Axl was, the sudden unexpected sound of the slamming door making 
him jump, and then the extra storage junk in the room seemed to disappear and the room was how it was 


when he was still a teenager, and he felt like he was still a teenager, he was back there in that time and the 


slamming banging noise was just the same except it was his father coming home and he knew he was angry, 
and he slammed open the door to his room, his face twisted and contorted in rage and Axl felt this fear, this 
unreasoning, overwhelming fear, and he began to deny things in general, not sure why his father was so angry 


but sure it had to do with him. 
"| didn't do anything, it wasn't, it wasn't me..." 


"Shut up," his father said, the word quiet, controlled, but just barely. Axl tensed and backed up, his vision 
swimming, his breath tearing through his throat, and he closed his eyes when his father gripped his arm, 
tightening his grip, grinding at the bone, and Axl gritted his teeth, trying to pull away but the grip on his arm 
was too tight, too strong, and he was thrown down on the bed and before he could get up all his father's 
weight was on him, his arm twisted nearly out of the socket and the pain was so great he couldn't make a 


sound. 


"Don't say a word," his father said, his breath hot in his ear, and Axl felt this shot of adrenaline that made 
him hyper aware of everything, of the sound of the zipper of his jeans going down metal tooth by metal tooth, 
of the searing tearing pain in his shoulder, of the cool air suddenly on his legs, his jeans in a crumpled heap by 
the side of the bed, the crushing feeling of the mattress against his cheek, of pain, pain everywhere 
throughout his entire body, so much that he didn't think he'd survive it, throbbing pain and he was somehow 


broken around it, the mattress beneath his cheek soaked in tears. 


"Axl, did you find it, honey?" his grandmother in the doorway, and Axl was pulled out of that flashback into the 
present, and all the storage junk in the room reappeared, and he stared at her, not sure which reality was real 


for a second. 


"Huh? Oh..uh, yeah, | did. | found it," he said. 


